i9n                             ARCHAEOLOGY                               107
been most annoying if she had denounced our methods in print.
I don't think she will. That is the finish of our news. Euphrates
has fallen, nearly to normal: the weather is hot, with thunder, and
showers occasionally. The harvest is now going on: all barley, no
wheat in this district: just alternate crops of barley, liquorice, and
fallow. They reap it green, and let it dry cut. No more trouble
from the men: since the high dispute of Monday fortnight the
days have gone as smooth as oil. Of course we got rid of some
30 of the ring-leaders, which 'pacifies' the rest. I forgot to say
that Miss Bell left us two Meredith's, the Sandra Belloni series:
great joy to one half the expedition at least. She is going back as
quick as she can (from Baghdad and Diarbekir), and so had done
with them. \omission\ They prepare their inflated skins for swim-
ming by rubbing into them salt and flour (barley-flour): it is
interesting. The hair is scraped off with a knife. I have had the goat-
skin that wrapped up the men's feast-meat so treated, and propose
to bind a book or two in it. It is really very good stuff, and to have
a book in the skin that one used to cross the Euphrates on would
be a pleasure. If I had thought of it I would have got a tolerable
looking Xenophon before I left Oxford, for the purpose. But if
we have a second season it will be the same thing. Crossing the
river is a matter of 20 minutes, and about a mile. Thompson,
using crawling and trudgeon strokes in swimming cannot advance
a single inch against stream, or even hold his own: he goes down
steadily at about i m.p.h.: and at a fast trot when he swims with
the current. It is such a pity to think of a huge iron girder bridge
across this river below us. They expect to be four years building
it, and that will mean a town of navvies, and all these beautiful
villages spoilt: not to mention that they will sack the ruins for
stone. I am going to take a few photos now.
Have taken them. My camera is proving a good one: and the
telephoto has been used several times of late: It acts (at a couple of
miles) rather better than the naked eye. Last week we dismissed
the son of Sheikh Ibrahim; a village worthy; the old man came
into our kitchen next day, and told Haj Wahid (who sends his
salaams to Father) that he was going to ensorcel Thompson and
myself and Haj Wahid, and our overseers, if his son was not put
back. The Haj came to us a little perturbed. He thought it might